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dashed about taking risks. Horse-carts without springs
or tyres rattled over the cobbled streets. Oxen swayed
along to the shouts and prods of their drivers. The
pavements and the road were thronged with people
who respected no rule of the road. There were ranges
of flabby white faces without distinction or character.
Here and there I saw a pretty girl, a woman over-painted,
or a man gesticulating over-violently. They were all
over-smoked, slept-in-stale-air, weak, sickly faces. The
people were of every type and gabbled in every tongue.
Thete were long-bearded Armenian priests with rusty
gowns and chimney-pot hats, and Greek priests in top-
hats with the brims knocked off and dirty shabby boots
sticking out from under dingy gowns. There were
hodjas in turbans, Turks and French colonial troops in
fezes. There were slit-eyed Kalmucks, great gaunt
eunuchs, Turkish bloods of the Effendi and Pasha class,
men with hats on, as in London, men with black astrakan
brimless caps on, just as in Teheran or Tiflis. There
were women in veils and women in hats, and street
vendors and beggars with horrors of open sores and
mutilated limbs asking for alms. Some loitered talking
and sucking cigarettes. The rest elbowed and rushed,
twisted, turned and butted me off the narrow pave-
ments into the complicated medley of vehicles in the
road. Everywhere there was confusion, noise and
bustle, but all this effort appeared to have no object.
It had nothing in common with that great purposeful
hum of traffic that is the voice of London.
I regretted having decided to walk up to Pera, for the
hills were as steep as cliffs and the pavements were